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No: we are in Arden, where all is deception, but there
is no deception save self-deception, and even that very
pretty, and pardonable. At any time, in any clearing,
two page-boys may wander in and sing a carol of a lover
and his lass. As another carol of the time has it:

Hey, nonny no!

;                 Men are fools who wish to die!

Is't not fine to dance and sing-
When the bells of death do ring?
Is't not fine to swim in wine,
And turn upon the toe,
And sing hey, nonny no 1
When the winds blow
And the seas flow?
Hey, nonny no 1

It is all charming make-believe in this play, with Jaques
and Touchstone as correctives or sedatives. To philoso-
phise it is as absurd as to sit down and count out its
impossibilities of time, * duration of action/ geography,
fauna. But the heart of it is as sound as the heart of an
Idyll of Theocritus or an Eclogue of Virgil. You may
call it artificial: you may prove, for instance, that the
chiming quartet, * And so am I for Phebe,* 'And I for
Ganymede,'' And Ifor Rosalind,'* And Ifor no woman/
etc. is artificial. But its pastoral guise is the guise of
a feeling that goes deeper into mortal concern than
criticism can easily penetrate.

VII
What shall we say of the ending and its hymeneals?
The ending is huddled up, of course: any Elizabethan
playwright took that way, and the plays of Shakespeare,
labelled Comedy, History, or Tragedy, take it again
and again. Yet even after a lion and a snake, these
classical nuptials seem wildly incongruous with the
English Arden Shakespeare has evolved for us out of his